sides, A machine-gunner grunted and slumped over
his gun, vomiting blood My comrade took his place.
The din was terrific, the Moors were now near enough
to use their grenades. We had lost twenty killed and
wounded out of sixty. The field-gun had stopped
firing, we were too dose to one another to distinguish.
I fdt for another cartridge dip, both my pouches
were empty. Between the bursts, I pointed the empty
case to the machine-gunner. He pointed to a dead
man on my left, I emptied his pouch. He wore a
steel-helmet, I stripped it off, it gave me a feeling of
security.
The Moors drew doser in, olive brandies, re-
minders of peace and goodwill, fell round us, clipped
by their bullets. "Bayonets ready!" We stuck diem
in the ground beside us ready for a last stand. Now
less than half of our company were firing. Dumont
our officer had sent for urgent reinforcement My
machine-gunner stopped firing, the last belt was
empty.
Behind us we suddaily heard a terrifying yell It
was the same battle-cry that had brought fear to
the Spaniards in the Netherlands four hundred years
ago. The Moors thinking we were heavily reinforced
fell back to the other aide of the river. Our relief
party of Flemings was small, but it gave us the time
we needed to collect our guns and men and retreat to
the hills behind us. I looked at my watch, we ha*!
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